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| A DD NE 8. 
i TO the performers, each of whom was emulous to - 
| excel in this piece, the AuTHoOR, is free to attribute 
1. the very flattering applauſe with which it was received. 
| To the friendly attentions of Mr. Lewis, in preparing 
| | | it for the public eye, he mult alſo expreſs his obliga- 
ö tions. Were it not to manifeſt what the Author feels 
| on the preſent occaſion, it is probable, that this Farce 
| | would never have been ſubmitted to the peruſal or the 
= candour of the public, | 
| This trifle was originally interſperſed with ſongs, 
1 | but theſe were rejected by the AUTHOR, as the piece, 
8 were they continued, would have exceeded the uſual 
time limited to the performance of Afterpieces. This 
| _ obſervation is ſtated, merely to account for that t- 
i neſs, which in many of the ſcenes is at preſent too ob- 
| vious. 
0 | London, April 13. 1792. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


4 „ M E N. 
1 Six GREGORY GANDER Mr. WILSON, 
| FEIGNWELL Mr. M*<CREADY, 
RAavMonD (diſguiſedas Bouſprit) Mr. MARSHALL, 
|  Loxp Cror Mr. FAWCET, 
PrOTEDS | Mr. MUNDEN. 
BELINDA TO > Miſs CHAPMAN, 
SUSAN - Mrs. HARLOWE, 
: LADY GANDER „dee, WEBE.. 


SAILORS, SERVANTS, &c. 


r 
80 EN E. I. The Inſide of a Tavern. | 


A Table with Bottles and. Glaſſes, round which are 
ſeveral Sailors f ng. 


Bowſprit. [4 patch on one eye.] 


Laps, here is a bumper to your health—1 
thank you for the trouble you have had in bringß- 


ing my trunks on ſhore — (riſing)— for the pre- 


ſent I am ſorry I muſt bid you adieu. But I 


ſhall hope to meet you hereafter ſtaunch and 


well, your ſpirits afloat—and nothing to inter- 
rupt us 1n the voyage of life. 

1/t Sailor. Come, come, don't let your ſpirits 
ſink ; if you do, the hull will ſoon go to the 
bottom. 

2d Sailor. A better nor a braver lad never 
wore trowſers. 

3d Sailor. Mayhap the want of caſh makes 
you unhappy—W hy you're as flat as the fluke of 
an anchor Come chear up, Maſter Raymond— 
Bow. 


10 THE MERMAID. 


Bowſ. You know I mean to paſs as Bowſprit, 


and you have promiſed to encourage the whim. 
3d Sailor. Well, ſhiver my topmaſt, Bowſprit 


or Raymond, *tis no matter—I have a few dol- 
lars—and dam'me, I ſhall think them the beſt I 
ever earned, if you'll accept of them. 

Bowſ. I am not, Jack, in want—but ſhall 
ever remember your kindneſs. 
34 Sailor. As to that, do you ſee—oh | ! your 
friend is bearing down this way——Shake hands 


—may I leave this limb behind me, but I wiſh 


you ſucceſs and happineſs. [ Exeunt Sailors. 


Enter F eignwell and Proteus. 


Feign. So friend [0 Bowfprit | dear me, I am 
grown quite languid from tolling in the vine- 


yard. 


languid with hunger toiling out of it. 
Feign. Silence, inſatiable cormorant. 
Proteus. | Rubbing his belly. Hunger will 
grumble, ſay what you will. 

Feign. Having heard, Sir, that you failed in 
the Grampus, with Charles Raymond, I come 
to enquire if the report of his death be true. 


Bow. | aſide.) So he does not know me; this 


is well—Alas! tis too true, it was I that flung 


him overboard If you wiſh to know more about 
the matter, I refer you to the ſharks. 
Proteus. Hal —ha! 


Feigu. Unfeeling monſter. 


Proteus. Egad, no man feels more than I do— 


the want of ſomething to eat. 


Feign. Poor Raymond - affecting 70 ery} I 


can ſcarcely refrain from weeping.—Sorrow is 
very dry | drinks. ] Let us be ſeated. Proteus 
20 to Sir Gregory Ganders, and tell him I ſhall 
come 


Proteus. And I am grown moſt infernally 
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come to dinner. Exit Prot.] I ſuppoſe Mr. 
Bowſprit that you are in diſtreſs. 

Bowſ. Yes Sir, I loſt my all when J loſt Mr. 
Raymond. 8 

Feign. A thought ſtrikes me how you may 
make your fortune. 

Bowſ. Is it poſſible? 3 

Feign. Yes, that it is. I was the clafs- fellow 
of young Raymond, and Sir Gregory Gander 1s 
his heir, if he dies inteſtate — Suppoſe you draw 
up a will in my favour—l ſhall apply half his 
fortune to pious * other half ſhall 
be yours. 

Bowſ. Agreed. 
 Feign. Let us retire, and put the laudable 
ſcheme in execution. 
Boroſ. With all my heart What a good and 
ſenſible man —an infamous ſcoundrel. ¶ Aſide. 
Feign. So J am. [Exennt Bowl. and F eign. 


SCENE changes to a Hall in Sir Gregory Gander 8. 


Enter Proteus. 
8 faith, it is ill-—ill--for two 
of the greateſt comforts in life I have not enjoy- 
ed theſe two hours —and I have been kept ſo 
long on the foot by my maſter, that I may truly 
lay with King Richard“ A horſe—a horſe 
my kingdom for a horſe, or a mare either. | S77s 
| phony Suppoſe 1 give Sir Gregory or Muſs Be- 
linda a hint. 


A I R. 


: My bowels, i in ſad vexation, 
Pray your commiſſeration, 
Relieve me from ſtarvation, 
Or inſtantly I'll die. 
Alas! what ſhall I do, 
If not relieved by you.— 
8 e 32 | Oh! 


— 
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Oh! eating's ſuch a pleaſure. 
Good nature is a treaſure, 

Ah! extend it without meaſure. 
To ſuch a poor dog as I. 


Though a valet I'm in place. Ma'am, 
Yet I'm in piteous caſe, Ma'am, 
The proof hes in my face, Ma'am, 
The fact it won't r 
Alas! c. 


N A horſe, my kingdom for a horſe.” 


[After the ſong Poteus falls aſleep. 
Enter Sir Gregory 


Eh!l—what the devil's the matter did I not hear 


ſome body a ſinging ?—ls there any body here, 
I fay?—| zumbles over Proteus |-Oh ! *ris—this 


damn'd Proteus—Awake you Putin, ſinging, 


ſleeping, idle vagabond- 


Proteus. Snores 


Sir Greg. | Shakgg him.] Wake, 8 hd, 


you know who I am, firrah ? 


Prot. | Half awake ] A horſe—a horſe—[ir 
a low voice] my kingdom for a horſe 

Sir Grez, What a democrat—to call Sir Gre- 
gory Gander—knighr, alderman, and Juſtice—a 
horſe! Proteus, I ſay 

Prot. [ Rifins, | Your worſhip—did Sir Grego- 
ry Gander, knight, call your honour? 

Sir Greg. He did, honeſt, well-bred Proteus. 
From the hollowneſs of your voice, I dare {wear 
you are hungry. You have been uſed, my ho- 
neſt fellow, to better maſters than this canting 


ſtarvling, Feignwell. 


Prot. Why yes, Sir Gregory—1 once lived | 
with King Richard the Third. 

Sir Greg. Impoſſible. 

Prot. Yes, as I am a man—with King Rich- 


ard, alias the Prince of Denmark, alias Mac- 
heath. 


Sir 
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of 
Sir Greg, Nonſenſe—Ah! you would have 
lived well then 
Prot. Never lived worſe in my life, —Why his 
whole revenue for a week amounted only to five 
and three pence farthing, and the ends of fix 
mutton lights. [A great ringing of bells within. 
Sir Greg. Eh! zZounds, what's the matter? 
[ Exeunt Sir Gregory and Proteus. 


AA CE. 


SCENE changes to the infide of Sir Gregory 


Gander's. 
Enter Lady Gander, Suſan, and Belinda. 
Lady Gander. Was there ever any thing ſo 


 abſurd—eternally raving about Raymond] ſay 


he is gone to the ſharks—Don't you know, girl, 
that my title dies with me; therefore I command 
you to marry Lord Crop, and be a lady in your 


. own right. 


Belinda. Do not, my lady, do not, dear mo- 
ther, perſevere. Beſides, I have never ſeen his 
lordſhip. 5 

Lady Gan. What with your obſtinacy, and 
Sir Gregory's gallantries, 1 am waſted ſo ſmall, 


that I could almoſt creep into my own nutmeg- 


grater.— Now I ſhall tell you the whole hiſtory - 
of my courtſhip with Sir Gregory, which was of 


nineteen years ſtanding——Y ou know it won't 


take above a couple of hours— 
J 1 
Lady Gan. What's the matter with the girl? 

S. As I live, I believe, this is his lordſhip 


approaching, and your ladyſhip is in your diſha- 


bille 5 , 
Lady Gan. Oh! oh! true, ſupport me 
Oh dear—oh dear! I ſhall faint—— 


[ T hey bear her off the Stage. 
Enter Proteus, lighting in Lord Crop. 


Crop. Ay friend, night has come on ſo faſt, 
that 


— * - - 29% 


14 THE MER MAI D. 


that I found it dangerous to proceed. Pray, can 


I be accommodated with a bed in this kouts 5 


Prot. Certainly my Lord. Maſter expected you. 
Crop. Who is your Maſter? 


Prot. Take him for all in all' —bbut here 


he comes, and will ſpeak for himſelf. 
Enter Feignwell. 


My worthy patron, whom I have not ſeen ſo 


long—Lord Crop here. 
Crop. Amazement! my old friend Feignwell ? 


Feign. Your Lordſhip is ſo kind—this viſit 
1s ſo unexpected. 


Crop. Unexpected indeed. 

Feign. Even ſo. Your Lordſhip is as wel- 
come as a full congregation at a charity ſermon, 
or a pretty woman at a love feaſt. 

Crop. I am monſtrouſly fatigued ; let me ſee 


my chamber, and deſire my ſervant to fetch my 
portmanteau. 


Feipgn. Conduct his Lowdthip. [ Exeunt Pro- 


teus and Crop. A thought ſtrikes me—if I can 


impofe this houſe on his Lordſhip as my own, 


in a few hours I ſhall contrive to perplex him 
and Sir Gregory—He ſhall have no interview 


with Belinda--ſo--ſo--I ſhall ſo manage matters 
as to fruſtrate the Intention of this Lord and the 


whole family. 
Enter Sir Gregory, and Bowſprit. 


"Bhs Greg. So Doctor, I find this is our good 
friend, who has delivered you Raymond's will 
—Confound his officiouſneſs. _ [Afae. 


Feien. Even ſo, Sir Gregory. 


Sir Greg. Very kind indeed—You have ſeen 
ſervice, I preſume. Pray what has disfigured 
your countenance ? : 


Bowſ. The loſs of a peeper, that's all— 


Sir Greg, Monſtrous ! with what indifference 
he takes 1t. 


Bow. 


By... 
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Bowſ. A twelve pounder having whiz'd cloſe 
by my noſe, the wind that came from it in an en- 
gagement whip'd the left eye out of the ſocket, 
and has left me as you ſce, but the one ſparkler. 

Sir Greg. Egad 1 like you—You're ſuch a hap- 
py unfortunate ftcllow—You are welcome Bow- 
ſprit to remain in my houſe—for I think Feign- 
well, that he who loſes one eye in the ſervice of 
his country, never ſhould be ſuffered in old Eng- 
land, to ſee diſtreſs with the other. Go get you 
gone and make yourſelf comfortable. ES 
Boroſ. Thank your honour. Exit. Bow.) 
Now thall I ſee my divine Belinda. 

Feign. As to the will Sir Gregory 1 

Sir. Greg, Poo—poo—l have an amour on 
hand---Raymonds affairs are embarraſſed, it will 
take much time to arrange them---Contound the 
will, when I hoped to inherit all myſelf [| A/ide. 
 Feign. Fear no trouble from me, I dare ſay you 
have been an upright and prudent guardian— 
You have one angelic daughter give her to me 
and the whole property ſhall be at your diſpoſal. 

Sir Greg. Wiſely ſpoken—come let us retire 
and fix matters for the nuptials. | Exeunt. 

Enter Belinda, and Suſan, at oppoſite ſides. 

Belinda. Suſan—Suſan— _ | 

Suſan, Oh Miſs Belinda—I have ſeen his 
Lordſhip—ſuch a coxcomb— 
Bel. Here he comes, and my ſpirits are fo 
depreſſed about Raymond that I cannot for my 
{ſoul trifle with him. „ 

Suſan. Then leave him to me, madam. 

Bel. If you pleaſe, Suſan. [ Retires behind. 
JJ - Mater Cood.- 
Oh—Oh—T ice how matters ſtand— 2 

[ walks round and views Suſan, 

Suſ. Good morrow young man. 

[ cur tfſeyving awkwardly. 
I Crop. 
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Crop, How ignorant! Young man—good 

day, young day, Miſs. [ Imitates the curtſey, 

Suſ. Give me leave to ſay, Sir —— + 

Crop. That you are like all your ſex who have 

no objection to be kiſſed by a ſmart young fel- 
low. [ Attempts to kiſs her. 

Suſ. No, but I won't, except I know for what, 
though. 

Crep. Come kiſs me, my ſweet veſtal, and I 
will give ſuch fine things - — 

Syſ. What do you call names for; I am no 
veſtal—If you call me one of your ſtrumpets 
again | crying | you ſhall ſtand in a white ſheet, 
that you ſhall.— Laughing] E cod, you're for all | 
the world in the face like John the Oſtler. | 

Crop. Come—come dry thoſe eycs—here is 
money gives money ſhe flings it at him.] What 
means all this—I am quite aſtoniſhed ! -- Con- 
found me but it is as ſingular as a peer refuſing 
a penſion | following ber. ] Ill follow you by Ju- 
5 
r Suſ. You had better not, you poor contemp- 

tible—11] looking thing, you. 
[ Exeunt Suſan, Crop following, 

Enter Sir Gregory and F cignwell. 8 5 
Sir Greg, Is not that a ſtranger? pray who 
is he? 
Feͤign. That, Sir, is a particular friend of 
mine, that has followed me here —he is great, 
great, grand nephew to prince Blowdriſkey of 
Wallachia. 

Sir Greg, Prince blowdriſkey of Wallachia— 
Zounds, if he ſpeaks Engliſh I ſhould like to be 
in company with him for I never was in com- 
pany with blood royal, except at a play houſe, 
and when I was knighted. He ſeems rather pen- 

ure, can you conceive any cauſe tor his being 
O. 3 


Feign. 
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Feign. Yes—he led an army againſt the 
Turks who killed ſeven thouſand of the infidels 
on the ſpot—and he never ſince held up his 
head, but is eternally ſeeking a quarrel that may 

terminate his life. 3 
Sir. Greg, He is a man of feeling— 

Feign. Yes—he tells a curious ſtory of his 
having fallen in love with a Mermaid in the ri- | 
ver Meandrowitz—whom he went one day to ſo- 

licit in marraige. _ 5 

n 

Feigu. Yes, even in marraige—He found her 
combing, as he ſays, her beautiful treſſes but a 
huge white bear advancing at the moment —ſhe 

being locked in the ice, devoured her in his pre- 

ſence— and, this he ſays, is the cauſe of his me- 
lancholy. 3 b : 9 
Sir. Greg. My heart bleeds for him—— 
Feigu. So it ought. En 
Sir Greg. The mention of a Mermaid or 
white bear would make him very melancholy. 

Feign. 1 think from his manner, he wiſhes to 
provoke a quarrel, as his life is a burthen to him. 

Sir Greg. Oh! dear—Oh! dear, I long much 
for ſome converſation with him ; but then I don't 
like duelling Euter a Servant, whiſpers Sir Gre- 

ory |] I ſhall viſit her inſtantly—and do you hear, 
Fave a bottle and ſome glaſſes ready, and I will 
at all events enjoy a tale with the Prince. A/ide. 
. To _— [ Exit Sir Gregory. 
Feign. [Solus. | So far profperous—it my 
ſcheme ſucceeds, and Sir Gregory ſhould not 
have reſolution to meet this lord, it will prevent 
him from propoſing for his daughter Belinda,— 
and Sir Gregory is ſo conſummate a blockhead, 
that he will take matters to be in the very ſtate 
that J have repreſented them, 

5 C Enter 
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Euter Crop. | 
Your moſt obſequious, Doctor you ſee I am 
quite familiar in your family—My motto is, Eaſe 
and confidence. But who is that ſtrange look 
ing animal you now parted with ? 3 
Fieign. That my Lord is a very unfortunate 
character. He is quite deſperate in conſequence 
of his diſappointments in life, and inſults every 
perſon he meets, to provoke ſome one to kill him 
in a duell. e Ars 
Crop. If he wiſhes to be killed, and not to 
kill, there can be no danger in meeting him.— 
Is his ſtory a curious one ? 5 
Feign. Yes, my Lord. He had accumulated 
great riches in the eaſt, but in conveying his 
wealth over land, the caravan was attacked, and 
defeated by a troop of wild Arabs. Many who 
compoſed the caravan were maſſacred, and all 
were defeated, —He was ſpared on condition that 
* he would join the rebel Bey, and was, in a ſhort 
time after, taken by a party of Janizaries, juſt as 
he had ſevered from the body the head of a Ba- 
ſhaw with three tails. 5 
Crop. He muſt be a terrible fellow. 
Feign. On his being taken, he was carried to 
the grand Signior; but was ſpared his life, on 
embracing the Mahometan religion, and ſubmit- 
ting to be qualified for an attendant in the ſerag- 
lo. Now whether his misfortunes, or his living 
three days on the broiled tail of a ſerpent and 
crocodile's milk, that has made him ſo | waxy 
are queſtions which puzzle me exceedingly : 
what think your Lordſhip? _ t | 


[ Enter Servant, whiſpers Feignwell, and exit. 
Crop. It muſt be a groſs fiction. 

| [Sir Gregory enters behind Crop, unſeen by either 

 Feigawell or Crop. 


Crop. 


hood. 


A FARCE. — 


Crop. | Picking his teeth.] Crocodile's milk 
broiled ſerpent's tail—ha, ha, I would as ſoon 
believe that he ſwam away with a Mermaid, or 
that he.rode poſt on an Unicorn, 

Sir Greg. | Behind.) Ay, ay, ſtill harping on 
the Mermaid. | 
$2 Enter a Servant. | 

[To Feignwell.) She cannot wait, Sir. 

Feign. Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to excuſe 
the preſſing neceſſities of the fair, and will par- 
don me while I go and conſole one of the filter 

Crop. Certainly. [Exit Feignwell. 
[ Looking in a pocket glaſs. ] An ugly pimple this 
—an attendant in the ſeraglio—Baſhaw with 
three tails—ha, ha, crocodile's milk. 

Sir Greg. Egad he ſeems a merry fellow, and 
ſpeaks the language quite fluently. [Loos over 
Crop's /houlder. ] What is this takes up his atten- 


tion? ſome ſtupid thing I'Il be ſworn. 


Crop ſees the reſtection of Sir Gregory in the 
glaſs, turns about, and both ſeem much frightened. 

Sir Greg. Be not alarmed, moſt puiſſant 
Prince. 7 3 5 
Crop. Puiſſant prince - beginning already 
(aſide) - fearfully] No [more boldly] No, moſt 
profound Muſſulman. 5 

Sir Greg. Muſſulman !- What can he mean 


by that——Muffulman ! [ Frightened and aſide.] 


To inſult me I ſuppoſe—— 
Enter Servants, with tables and glaſſes. 
Will your Highneſs be ſeated? 
Crop. With all my heart, Sir. | They both ap- 
proach the table with fear, and fit oppoſite each other.] 
Sir Greg. In the part of the world your High- 
neſs came from—you have a number of bears— 
Nay, ſome of them I am told are white—| A/ae. ] 
Now for the lye about the Mermaid. 


%%% 
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Crop. Ay, black, white, green, and various 
colours—Bulls and bears devouring each other 


daily—I have often walked arm in arm with 


them aide] On the Exchange. 
Sir Greg. Walk'd arm in arm with them 


[Aae] What a thumper. 


Crop. Pray, moſt noble Muſſulman, did the 


Arabs make uſe of crocodile's milk —ha! ha! 
during your expedition with them, or was it on- 


ly given to their captives : : 
Sir Greg. [Afide.] I muſt humour him---— 


Oh yes, moſt noble Prince.---Believe me, when 


I heard of your ſweetheart, the Mermaid, being 
devoured by the white bear, I almoſt ſhed tears. 
Oh! it was a lamentable ſight. 


Crop. He means to inſult me---the Mermaid, 


did you ſay, Sir? 


Str Greg. Yes! the Mermaid you fell in love 


with, you know. 
Crop. Oh yes---ſhe was indeed a 3 
girl.---I doubt if you had a prettier in the ſerag- 


110 Poor Emily if you ſaw her funeral. 


Sir Greg. Her funeral? SW 


Crop. Yes, it was accompanied by millions of 


Naids, and numerous Tritons. It was preceded 


by, a bright aſſemblage of Sea-nymphs---old 


Neptune was chief mourner---and the corpſe was 
borne away by a ſhoal of lamenting dolphins ! 


Sir Greg, ¶ Afide.] Was there ever ſuch an 
abominable fib ? 


* 1 ſhould hank you to let 1 me ſee the 


wig of the Baſhaw with three tails. 


Sir Greg. Yes, certainly.---{ Afide. ] What the 
devil ſhall I do now - Come, Prince, take your 


_ glaſs---I will give you your great great grand- 
uncle, General Blowdiſky. ; 


nap. With all my heart---[They drink.) Come 


»+. XS 
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fill a bumper to our hoſt.---He is an impudent 
fellow for being abſent. 
Sir Greg. The wine gets in his head---It 
would be dangerous to ſtay longer---I will not 
drink our hoſt---I know better manners. 
Crop. He is a ſcoundrel. 
Sir Greg. Your Highneſs lyes---I ſay, boo - 
dam me he is not. 
Crop. Vile Muſſulman, I ſay he is. 
Sir. Greg. Scoundrel---- Muſſulman---ceaſs 
your impertinence, or 
Crop. Hem !---hem !---hem !- 
Sir Greg. Hem ! hem if Loader 7 ot hes 
rive by geſtures to frighten each other. Sir Gregory 
turns his wig awry---They both ſet off apparently to 
ſhun each other, cr R Pp ! help! -- 


Enter ſever al Servants. $4 
Crep. Munder---invurder help---[Crop runs 
towards the Servants, and Sir ee to the po- 
ite fide of the Stage.) 
Sir Greg. Bind the Prince, he is moſt out- 
rageouſly drunk. _ [ They ſeize him. 
Cop. Pon honor, he 1s moſt bealtly 1 intoxi- 
cated— 
Sir Greg. Bind him faſt, 1 97 and 1 wilt 
write to his great uncle this night.---Bind him 
faſt, I ſay, and lock him in the great oak cheſt 
in the ret. Tale him away, I ſay 


[They drag OE off. en: 


END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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8 c EN E—The tf of Sir Gregory's Horſe 
= Garden. 


Enter Bowſptit. 


| © "OF I am again thrown on the world, 
through the machinations of Lady Gander. 
I ſhall tap ſoftly at the door, and probably Be- 
linda will give me admittance. [ Raps at the door. 
4 Belinda appears at the window. 
Bel. Away, my dear Raymond, your diſco- 
very now would ruin all—Matters are not yet 


ripe for a diſcloſure of our fituation.—Feignwell 
cConſpires againft you, and he muſt be puniſhed. 


They are determined to trepan you---I am con- 
fined, and cannot aſſiſt you---Proteus has been 


alſo diſmiſſed, with a threat that if he dares re- 
turn, my father will commit him to priſon. 


Bouf. I will force tho door, by all that's 


cruel. 


Bel. Do not, as you regard our happineſs.--- 


Proteus is fertile in expedients---pray leave all 
to him, and Suſan.---She has a ſuit of my cloaths 
on, and will manage matters to your ſatisfaction. 


---Hark--I hear a noiſe---Fly, they are in ſearch. 
| [Exit from the windows. Bowſprit 
retires behind a tree. | 
Enter Suſan from the Houſe. Stage dark. 
Suſ. So Miſs Belinda has ordered me to dreſs 


myſelf in her cloaths.---I have done _ and let 


Lord 


Lord Crop out of the cheſt---but have locked 
him into the garret, that I may have an opportu- 
nity of impoſing upon him. Hold, I will go--- 
but then may not I give the promiſed meeting to 
old Sir Gregory---Ecod the old fellow is a keen 
ſportſman---like a good pointer, he moves ſlow, 
for fear he ſhould ſpring his game.---Ay, ay--- 
here he come. , 

Sir Greg, Pretty, pretty Suſan, 

Suſ. Pretty, pretty Sir Gregory. | 
Sir Greg. Egad, ſhe doats on me---Oh dear--- 
if it would pleaſe Providence but to take my 
wife, I ſhould ſoon, Sukey, make you my lady. 

S1. [ Afide. | Ay, but if my ſcheme ſucceeds, 
1 ſhall be a lady before that though---Lord Sir, 

if my miſtreſs doated on you as 1 do---what a 
fine, old, fond, venerable couple you would be--- 
Sir Greg. Not ſo old neither, bewitching 
A OT ON 2 
Suſ. Not diſagreeably ſo---If you was, I 
would not love you ſo, you know--- 

Sir Greg. And do you really love me, Sue ? 

Suſ. As well---as well---as your worſhip loves 
a good dinner. 0 „ 
Sir Greg. Ecod, I would not wiſh you to love 
me better. {[ Half aſide. |---Come, come, I muſt 
have a taſte. —_ Dok 

Saf Screams]. 

Sir Greg, What's the matter. 
Su. [| Affects to cry bitterly.) Oh I am ruined, 
undone---undone for ever--- 
Sir Greg, Make no noiſe child, Lady Gan- 
der will hear you---I have not ruined you, ſure. 
--- Why, I did not as much as kiſs you. 

Suſ. How can you talk of kiſſing to a poor 
girl who has loſt her whole years wages—Oh— 


Sir 
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Sir Greg Gives her his purſe.) There child 
don't cry, tis but a trifle [ attempts to kiſs her, ſhe 
ſcreams again | Zounds you have not loſt another 


years wages have you? 


— 


; Suſ. No Sir, as I live I hear my old miſtreſs's 
OOt— - 

Sir Greg. Eh—ſblood where ſhall we hide. 

S You ſtep behind that tree Sir—and I 
ſhall go behind this. 

Sir Greg. Had we not better hide in the ſame 
place? 

Suſ. There is no time for talking Sir---[ a noiſe 
heard] Do as you are bid | in a Pali on. EO re- 


lire behind ſeparate trees. — 


Enter Proteus, diſeuiſed as a hair dr efſer. 

Prot. Oh what a night is here for love” 

Sir Ereg. Zounds are we diſcovered--- 

Suſ. Silence Sir. 

Prot. Here J am after being dimiſs'd my 
place by that old Kknave Feignwell, for at- 
tempting as we ſay, at our debating ſociety to 
emancipate or liquidate poor Lord Crop. I am 
obliged to uſe this ſtratagem to gain admittance. 
Let me ſee 

Sir Greg. This a downright camnable plot— 
I believe; I wiſhed I could hear what he ſays— 
then I ſhould ſoon get to the bottom of the ſe- 
cret. 

Suſ. What ſecret, Sir 

Sir Greg. Huſh ! 

Prot. Egad, if all trades fail—T ſhould like 
to turn actor they are a ſet of merry dogs—1 
think my talents are by no means defpicable— 
And as for my voice—why, at a hymn in a coun- 
try church I have been more than once the ob- 
ject of the moſt ſtupid admiration Il will ſup- 
poſe this the ſtage, and try the ſtrength of my 
voice Hem! hem! 

AIR. 


* 
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Now friends, I'll ſappoſe all. around me, 


Like bottles rang d tier o'er tier, 


But then I'm fo am'rous, confound me, 


1M ogle at each pretty dear. 
Vet, with a tragical hint, 
« A horſe, my kingdom for a horſe,”? 
Or a comical hint. 
«« Now, why looks Maria ſo croſs,” 
Tl ſucceed, or the devil's in't. 


Oh! what grace I'll diſplay in each ſtart, 


Whether comic again or abſurd, 
In each row I'll tranſport every heart, 
From poor Sneak, to bold Richard the Third, 
Thus with a tragical ſquint, 
« ll ſeize, I'm reſolv'd on the crown, 
Or a comical hint— 
« will have a bit of the brown,” 
PII ſucceed, or the devil's 1 in't. 


Oh! in acting's what frolic and fun 
Whether comic, we laugh—or boo rave, 
Whether chearful or gay as the ſun, 
Or thus [vith arms folded] we look ſtupidly grave— 
Thus with a tragical ſquint, 
6c PH ſeize, I'm reſoly'd, on the crown.“ &c. 


* 


very well upon my foul—Now, by way of va- 
riety, I will try a touch of Hamlet G hoſt 
[ Powders his face with his puff. | Ay, this ſame 
puff is ſometimes of as much ſervice to us great 
e as it is to authors, coblers, and prime mi- 


Hem! now for a grand ſcene. 


Lady Gan. [ In the Houſe.) Suſan, I ſay 


. [ Stalks obliquely towards the door 5 Ba «Iam 


thy fucker s ſpirit, Hamlet“ 


Lady Gander enters at the inſtant. 


Lady Gan. My poor father. [ Falls on her knees. 
[Suſan /lips into the houſe and Sir Gregory with- 
out being ſeen, except by Proteus, ] 


Prot 


Weg 


Prot. What the devil ſhall Ido now ? * where 
ſhall I hide me? ? [| Aide. — Riſe, rifſe—do riſe, 
Miſs - pray riſe—I am not your papa's ghoſt— 
It is all a joke---a ſham. 

Lady Gan, Riſe, Miſs —Miſs—W hat an ac- 
coped, polite ghoſt Now, long as I am 


married, Sir Gregory never made uſe of ſo kind 
a word- 


Re-enter Sir Gregory [in 8 Sc.] 
Sir Greg. My Lady - my Lady— _ 
Prot. My divine Ophelia. She riſes. 
Sir Greg. If you don't deſiſt, I will commit 
you as a {pouter and a vagabond. 

Prot. Thy gallant bearing Gander I could 
plaud—But that the name of bravo, ſtains the 
magiſtrate” —Avaunt, thy blood 1s cool—thy 
paſſion 1s hot! << I would drink the Nile, or 
eat a crocodile | to ſerve her—Wouldſt thou 

do't ? 
"2 Greg. We have no ſuch fiſh at Billingſ- 
ate. . 
. Prot. Hence then; vouldſt thou move 
Olympus? 8 
Sir Greg. That I would commit him too, if 

he was impertinent. Retire, my Lady, and leave 
me to the management of this fellow. 

Lady Gan. Blame him not, Sir Gregory 
Your intrigues are the cauſe of all this miſchief— 

Sir Greg. Peace, I ſay, retire inſtantly. 

Lady Gan. Unfeeling Saracen [ Exit. 

Sir. Greg. And now, Sir, a word with you— 
Whence comes this outrage on my peace—this 
interruption of my happineſs. 

Prot. I have been le nt by my maſter to ſhave 
and dreſs you but ſeeing you a little amorous 
or ſo— and hearing the old one call, why, I uſed 
this ſtratagem to prevent a diſcovery. 


Sir 
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Sir Greg, Then thou art an honeſt fellow 
Come' follow me, follow me, my boy—You are a 
good fellow. [ Exit Sir Gregory. 

Prot. Juſt as I could wiſh, now I ſhall get at 
the keys, and enlarge his Lordſhip. | Extt. 


Enter Belinda and Lady Gander. 


Lady Gan. Come, Belinda, I will have no 
whining---I fay you ſhall marry my Lord Crop 
the moment he arrives. Be chearful, and in ſpite 
of your father's foibles you ſhall be bappy. 

Bel. That, Madam, is impoſſible.-Suppoſe 
that Raymond was to live do you chink I could 
uſe him ſo much baſeneſs. 

Lady Gan. He does not live, and if he did--- 
would you diſgrace the blood of the Ganders by 
ſuch a plebeian connection Would you curdle 
the blood of the Ganders, juſt as it 1s purified by 
new dignities, by degrading yourſelf with a vile 
ſea-horſe---Have you no pride? 

Bel. Ves, Madam—The pride of not com- 
mitting a mean or an ungenerous action, for all 

that titles or that fortune can beſtow--- _ 


Enter Sir Gregory, with napkin under his chin and 
his face lathered. 


BE Co Here, Willian—John—James— 
call the watch—awake the neighbours, alarm my 
friends. 


Enter Servants. 


Serv. Did your honour call? 
Sir Greg. Yes, and bellow too—That curſed 
fellow has ſo tortured my eyes, that I can ſcarce- 
ly ſee a wink—and when I did, he had decamp- 
ed with the key of the great oak-cheſt,—He will 
enlarge the Prince, who will maſſacre us every 
-one, as he did the infidels---Oh lud !—oh lud! 
[EExeunt omnes. 
D 2 SCENE 
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SCENE changes lo the Garret. 
A large Cheſt on a Table, and green Cloth. 


Enter Proteus. 


Prot. So far proſperous—Egad, I am a good 
optician, for I have made old Gander ſee 10 per 
cent. better, ha, ha—But while I am laughing the 
poor Lord might be dying.— I'll releaſe him 
[ Goes to the cheſt, attempts to open it.] My Lord, 
my Lord—** Oh ſpeak to me.” 
Crop. I have been enlarged, but am afraid to 


attempt an eſcape. | Speaks from under the table, | * 
Full of powder from the cheſt.] 4 


Prot. You are right, my Lord ; for if you * 
are caught, you will ſpend another hour in your V1 
late apartments. 
Crop. But what apology could the ſcoundrel 
make, if I had been ſtifled. Wu would he 
have ſaid? 

Prot. Said He would have TY that you 
died of a ſtuffing in the cheſt, that's all—Eh !--- 
but here comes the old fellow and all his ſer- 
vants. 

Crop. What's to be done? 

Prot. I know not—Suppoſe, my Lord, we 
change cloaths—by this means you may eſcape, 
and when they find who I really am, no miſchief 
can happen to either. 

Crop. The ſcheme is a good one: let us put 
it in practice. | They "oO cloaths, Proteus li pa 
behind the door. ] 


Enter Sir Gregory and Servants. 


Sir Greg. There he is, there he is. [Proteus 
[lt lips down ſtairs, ] Seize him, ſeize him. 
[They ſeize Crop. 
Crop. Do you know me, fellows ? _ 
7 
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Sir Greg, Yes, that they do—You ſcoundrel, 
you have almoſt blinded me—Search him--I dare 
{wear he has ſome of my property. [ They ſearch 
Crop, and find the key of the cheft.]---Burglary--- 
downright private ſtealing before my eyes. 

Crop. Will you hearken to reaſon, good 
Muſſulman ? PIES 

Sir Greg. What! add inſult to robbery ?— 

Crop. Will you hearken to reaſon? = 

Sir Greg. Take him away, I ſay---W hat, fir- 
rah, call upon a magiſtrate to hearken to reaſon 
in his own cauſe !---Take him away, I ſay; take 
him away. | Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to another Apartment. 

„ Enter Suſan. 

Suſ. When I look in the glaſs—lackadeſy, 
but I ſcarcely know myſelf---Lord Crop I am 
glad to find is enlarged—now if I could impoſe 


upon him or Feignwell, what glorious fun it 
would be.--- „ 


Enter Proteus. 

{ Peeping. | I ſhall certainly be diſcovered. 
Oh this is Miſs Belinda, and ſhe is too good a 
ſoul to inform againſt me [approaching]. Ma- 
dam---I have a circumſtance to mention---that--- 
that—l am almoſt afraid as as - 

Suſ. My Lord, I know it and as few words 
are beſt among friends, you know---why you 

might make love to me as faſt as you pleaſe. 

Prot, Indeed---no bad hint that---Egad, I'll 
take 1it.---Ho--ho--ſhe takes me for Lord Crop. 

---You have heard of my eſcape, Belinda. 
 _ Suf. Oh yes, my Lord---and a wonderful ora- 
tion it has kicked up. | 


Prot. 
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Prot. Yes, Miſs, it was rather a dingy affair, 
or ſo, pon honor 


Suſ. When it happened, I was bruſhing out 


the rooms.— _ = Bites ber fingers. 
Prot. Bruſhing out the rooms [ Surpriſed. 


S. No- was not bruſhing out the rooms 


E but it is all the ſame— I was obliged to watch 
that Suſan, while ſhe was doing the rooms —as 
my mamma is afraid of her intriguing with papa. 
Prot. Oh Miſs Bell, you are fairer than 
6 painting can expreſs.” 
Suſ. That's true, my Lord but for all that, 
if you were to marry me, what would your con- 
nections ſay. 
Prot. Confound my connections. 

{ Catching himſelf. 
S, Suppoſe, my Lord, we take each other 
for better for worſe, without conſulting our con- 
nections---What ſay you? 
Lady Gan. Juſt as I wiſh- How mk bet- 
ter to marry a {weet-ſcented lord, than a vulgar 
ſea-calf---I always determined that ſhe would be 
a lady. 


Prot. I have been conſidering, my lovely 


Adonis, of what you've ſaid, and pon honor 1 


think it will be the moſt faſhionable mode of diſ- 
poſing of ourſelves. ; 


D UE T. 


Sus AN and PRor E us. 


Sue. When a Lady I am, I will ride in my coach, 
Pro. In the dance you ſhall ſtand at the top, 
Sue. The vulgar my Ladyſhip ne'er ſhall approach, 
Pro, Nor their noſe in your preſence dare pop. 
Sue. Let it hail, rain, or ſnow, 
Both. Our coach we've you know, 


| 


dus. 


n 


teus. 
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Sue. For what can be more ſhocking, 
When cold ſleets, 
| Befoul the ſtreets, 
And dirty all ones ſtocking. 


; Both. Oh ! how ſhocking, DER 
Sullied ſtockings, [ Looking at them. 
But we ſhall be ſo gay, O; 
With horſes prancing, 
Cap'ring dancing, 
Lolling 1 in our may, O—— 


Lady Gander comes for ward, Sir Gregory enters 


behind with Servants. 
Lady Gan. Now Belinda, you ſhew yourſelf 
a dutiful child. There take her, my Lord, and 


I give her to you with my bleſſing. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 
Sir Greg. Hold a little, if Prince Blowdriſky 
is reſtored to his ſenſes, if the fumes of the wine 


have evaporated, I would firſt have ſome con- 
verſation with him. But, at all events, you can- 


not have my daughter, Prince. 


Su. How can you be fo cruel, father? 


[Throwing her bead modeſtly aſide. 
Lady Gan. Don't be aſham'd, child, Prince 


 Blowdriſky, nonſenſe, this is Lord Crop. 


Prot. Sir, my connections and fortune are 


ſuch 


Sir Greg. ¶ Looking at him. Lord 88 
you ſtupid woman why this 1s rhat villain Pro- 


Lady Gan. and Su. 8 ſhocking— 


[Suſan attempts to faint.) Is it poſſible! 


Sir Greg. Is it poſſible? 


Prot, Yes, Sir; and if you forgive me, 1 will 


confeſs all— [They retire and whiſper. 
Lady Gan. Come, rouſe child. 


- [ Takes out her ſmelling bottle. 
[Proteus 


take her, I ſay. 


Fur n 


[Proteus and Sir Gregory come forward. = 
Prot. As I live Sir, his Lordſhip will ruin 
you for falſe impriſonment. - 1 
Sir Greg. Run and enlarge his Lordſhip in- 
ſtantly--[ Servants without ]--that ſcoundrel Feign- 
well has impoſed upon me—Confound his white 
bears, and crocodile's milk—Belinda, you muſt 
marry the real Lord Crop immediately, 
Suſ. Yes, maſter. OY [ Curi ſeys. 
Lady Gan. That huſſey Suſan dreſſed in my 
daughter's cloaths, as I am a lady. ö 
Sir Greg, It is ſo; well, well, I'Il have trick 
for trick—Oh, here comes Feign well. 
Feign. Wonderful, wonderful John Bunjan-- 
[ reading ]---pray, have you enlarged the Count? 
Sir Greg, Yes—we have no time to loſe--- 
take my daughter and my bleſſing---take her 
away—The Count approaches—and my Lady 
inſiſts that he ſhall have her. The parſon waits, 
Si. Do, Mr. Feignwell—for I have long ſet 
my heart upon you, thou upright man. 
Feigen. Amiable ſimplicity— 


[Exeunt Feignwell and Suſan, and Sir Gregory. 


Enter Bowſprit and Belinda. 
Lady Gan. Belinda, my dear, ſtrange matters 
have occurred in the family In ſhort every 
thing has combined to make you and me happy. 
It is fixed that you are to marry Lord Crop this 
night. ; : 
- Enter Sir Gro. 
Sir Greg, They are at it—hard at it have 
given her away, and the parſon is hard at work 
making them one—Come, Belinda, you mult 
follow the example of Suſan and Feignwell, and 


marry his Lordſhip. 
2 I WM Bel, 
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No, father, here I make a voluntary 
.: ſurrender of my perſon—to Raymond the con- 
ſtant and perſecuted Raymond. 

Lady and Sir Gregory Gander, Raymond! | 

Bow. [ Diſcovers Om Even fo, Sir Gre- 
Sry. 

Sir Greg, Of this I was not aware—Can you 
forgive me my children? 

Bowſ. and Bel. Moſt certainly. 

Sir Greg, From this moment let us conſult 
only each other's happineſs. I was near, my 
child, inſiſting on your acceptance of this rogue 
: Feignwell, as I believed the ſtory of the will was 
true; and that the account of poor Raymond's 
death was not a fiction. We are indebted to the 
. contrivance of that arch hypocrite, Feignwell, 

for the happy concluſion of the evening, and will, 
with our friends, forgive, 1 APC, the impoſition 
of the Mermaid.” 
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